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Becaufe Mtjfitions haue no gold for founding 
Then Mufickc with her filucr found with fpccdyhelpe 
doth lend redrefle. ’ Exit, 

Mu. What a peftilent knaue is this fame i 
Til. z. Hang him lackc, come wcelc in here, tarriefor 
the Mourners,and ftay dinner. Exit. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom, If I may truft the flattering truth of fleepe. 

My dreames prefage fomc ioyfull newes at hand; 

My bofomesL.fits lightly in his throne: 

And all thisan day an vccuftom’d fpirit, 

Lifts me aboue the ground with chcerefull thought s. 

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 

(Strange dveame that giues a dead man leaue to tliinke,) 
And breath’d fuch life with kifl’es in my lips, 

That I reuiu’d and was an Empcrour. 

Ah me,how fwcet is loue it felfe pofleft, 

When but loucs lhadowes arc iorich in ioy. 

Enter Romeo’s man. 

Newes from Verona,how now ’Balthax.er? 

Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier* 

How doth my Lady ? Is my Father well ? 

How doth my Lady Juliet ? that I aske againe, 

For nothing can be ill,if flie be well. 

Man. Then fhe is well,and nothing can be ill. 

Her body flecpcs in Cape/s Monument, 

And her immortall part with Angels liuc, 

I faw her laid low in her kindreds Vault, 

And prcfcntly tooke Poftc to tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leaue it for my office Sir. 

Rom. Is it cucn fo ? 

Then I denie you Starre*. 

Thou kno weft my lodging,get me inke and paper. 

And hire Poft-Horfes,I will hence to night. 

Man. I dobcfecch you fir,hauepatience: 

Your lookes are pale and wild,and do import 
Somemifadnenture. 

Rom. Tufh,thou art deceiu’d, 

Leaue me,anu do the thing I bid thee do. 

Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. No my good Lord. 

Exit Man. 

Rom. Mo matter: Get thee gone. 

And hyre thofe Horfcs, He be w«h thee Araight. 

Well Juliet,l will lie with thee tonight: 

Lets fee for meanes: O mifehiefe thou art fwift. 

To enter in the thoughts ofdefperate men: 

I do remember an Appothecarie, 

And here abouts dwells,which late I noted 
In tattred weeds,with ouerwhelmingbrowes. 

Culling of Simples,mrager were his lookes, 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to thebones ; 

And inhis ncediefliop aTortoyrshung, 

An Allegater ftuft,and other skins 
Of ill fhap’d fifties,and about his fheluet, 

A beggerly account ofcropcie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots,Bladdcrs. and muftie feedes,' 
Remnants ofpackthred,and old cakes ofRofcs 
Were thinly fcattcredjto make vp a (hew. 

Noting this penury,to my felfe I faid. 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofe fale is perfent death in Mantua, 

Here liues a Caitiffe wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but fore-run my need. 

And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 


Trage die ofBorneo and Juliet # 


A * I remcmbpr,this fhould be the hcn^T 
Being holy day,the beggers ftiop is fhut. 

What ho> Appothccaric ? 

Enter j4pp$tbecarie % 

pp . Who call’s fo low’d ? 

Rom. Come hither man, I fee that thou artiw 
Hold,there is fortieDuckets.lct me haue ^ 00re » 

A dramofpoyfon,fuch foone fpeeding ee , r( . 

As will difperfe it felfe through all the veines * 

That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead, * 

And that the Trunke may be difeharg’d of breatK 
As vioIcnrly,as haftie powder fier’d * 

Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wotnbe. 

Stpp. Such mortall drugs 1 haue,but M mH , 

Is death to any he, that vtccrs them. t ,aw 
Rom. Art thou fo bare and full ofwretchedn <r 
And fear’ft to die ? Famine is in thy cheekcs ' e ’ 
Need and opreflion ftarueth in thy eyes, * 
Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backs i 
The world is not thy friend,nor the worlds law; 

The world affords no law to make thee rich. 

Then be not poorc,butbreake it,and take this, 
jipp. My poucrty,but not my will confents*. 

Rom. 1 pray thy pouerty,and not thy will. 
aipp. Put this in any liquid thing you will 
And drinke it off.and if you had the ftrength 
Of twenty men,it would difpatchyouftraight, 

Rom, There’s thy Gold, 

Worfe poyfon to mens foules, 

Doing more murther in this loathfome world, 

Then thefe poore compounds that thou roaieft not fell, 
I fell thee poyfon,thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell,buy food,and get thy felfe in flefli. 

Come Cordia!l,and not poyfon,go with me 
To Julsets graue,for there mufti vfc thee. 


Extm. 


John. 


Enter Frier John to-Frier Lawrence* 

Holy Erancifian Frier,Brother,ho ? 

Enter Frier Lawrence,, 

l.aw. This fame fhould be fhe voice of Frier Jthit. 
Welcome from UMunUta ,what fayes Romeo ? 

Or if his mind be writ.giue me his Letter. 

John. Going to find a bare-foote Brothuour, 
One ofotirordertoaflbciateme. 

Here in this Citie vifidng the lick. 

And findin£him,the Searchers of the T ovine 
SufpedVmg that we both were inahoufe 
W’herc the infc&ious peftilence didraigne. 

Scal’d vp ihedoores,and would not let vs forth, 

So that my fpced to Mantua there was (laid. 

Law . Who bare my Letter then to Romeo} 

John. I could not fend it,here it is againe, 

Nor get a meflenger to bring it thee. 

So fcarefull were they of infe&ion. 

Law. Vnhappie Fortune: by my Brotherhood 
The Letter was not nicc,but full of charge, 

Ofdeare import,and the neglciling it 
May dornuch danger: Frier John go hence, 

Get mean Iron Crow,and bring it ftraighc 
Vntomy Ceil. 

John. Brother lie go and bring it thee. 

Law. Now muft l to cbeMomiment alone, 
Within this three ltoures wilifiir«r/<t//tfvvake, 

Shte will befhrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents: 

But l will write againe to Mantua, 


Exit. 


Ait 



her it my Cell till Romeo come 
paote liuingCoarfe,dos'd in a dead mansTombe, 


<Tbe Tragedie of c Romeoand Juliet\ 


7* 


Exit. 


Enter Paris and his Poge. 


par. Giue me thy Torch Boy, hence and ftand aloft. 
Yet put it out,for I woul J not be feene : 

Voderyond youngTrecs lay thee all along, • 

Holding thy earc clofc to the hollow ground, 
c 0 fliall no foot vpon thcChiuchyard tread, 

Being loofe.vnfirme with digging vp of Graues, 
n llt thou (halt hcare it: whiffle then to me, 

fignall that thou hcareft i'omc thing approach, 

Q\ae me thofe flowers. Do as I bid thee,go. 


page. 


ilk almoft afraid to ftand alone 


Here in the Churchyard,yet I will aduenture. 

p<s.S weet Flower with flowers thy Bridal! bed Iftrews 
0 woc,thy Canopic is duft and ftor.es, 

Which with fweet water nightly I will dewe, 

Or wanting that,with teares deftil’d by mones} 
Theobfequies that I for thee will keepe, 

Rightly ftiall be,to ftrew thy graue, and weepe, 
b ' irhiftlc Boy. 

The Boy giues warning,fomething doth approach, 

What curled foot wanders this wayei to night, 

•fo erode my obfequics,and trueloues right f 
What with a Torch ? Muffle me night a while. 

Enter Romeo,and Peter. 

Rom. Giue me that Mattocke,& the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter.early in the morning 
See thou deliuer i; to my Lord and Father, 

Giue me the light; vpon thy life I charge thee, 

W’hat ere thou hear’ft or feeft,ftand all aloofe. 

And do not interrupt me in my courfc. 

Why I defeend into this bed of death, 

Ispartly to behold my Ladies face: 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 

A precious Ring: a Ring that I muft vfc. 

In deare e;nploycnent,therefore hence be gone ■ 

But ifthou icalous doft returpe to prie 
In what I further (hall intend to do. 

By heauen 1 will teare thee loynt by ioynt. 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs; 
Thetime,and my intents arc fauage wildc: 

More fierce and more inexorable farre. 

Then emptie Tygcrs,or the roaring Sea. 

Pet. I will be gone fir,and not troubl eyou 
Re. So (halt thou fhew me friend (hip :cake thou that, 
Liue and be profperous,and farewell good fellow'. 

Pet. For all this fame,He hide me here about. 

His lookes I feare,and his intents I doubt. 

Rom. Thou detcftablemawe.thou wombe of death, 
Gorg’d with the deareft morfeli of the earth: 

Thus I enforce thy rotten Iawes to open, 

And in defpight,Ilc cram thee with more food. 
r J Ar ‘ J * 11S * s t * m banifht haughtie Mount ague. 

That murdred my Loucs Cozin; with which griefc. 

It is fuppolcd the faire Creature died, 

And here is come to do fomc villanous fhame 
o the dead bodies: I will apprehend him# 

^op thy vnhallowed toylc,vilc Momtaoue : 

^an vengeance be purfued further then death f 
ondemned vailainej do apprehend thee# 

° e y aud go with me,for thou muft die. 


Rom. 1 muft indced,and therfoic came I hicher; 
Good gentle youth,tempt not a defperate man, 

Flie hence and leaue mc,thinke vpon thofegone. 

Let them affiight thee. 1 befcech thee Youth, 

Put not an other fin vpon my head. 

By vrging me to furie. O be gone. 

By heauen 1 loue thee better then my felfe. 

For I come hither arm’d again ft my felfe: 

Stay not.be gone,liuc,and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercy bid thee run away. 

Par. I do deficthy commiflcration. 

And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro. Wilt thou prouokc me* Then haue at thee Boy. 
Pet. O Lord they fight,I ivil! go call the Watch. 

Pa. O I am flaine.if thon be mcrcifull, 

Open the T ombe.lay me with Juliet . 

Rom. In faith I wiil,!ct me perufe this face; 

Mercutius kinfman,Noblc Countic Paris, 

Whatfaid my man, when my betofTed foule 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I thinke 
He told me Pa r u (Tiould haue married Juliet, 

Said he not fo? Or did I dreame it fo? 

Or am I mad.hearing him talkc of Juliet , 

To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand, 

One,writ with me in fowrc misfortunes bookr. 
lie buric thee in a triumphant graue. 

A Graue; O no,a Lanthornc; flaughtred Youth I 
For here lies Jultet ,and her beautic makes 
This Vault a feaftmg prefence full of light. 

Death lie thou thcrc,by a dead man intcr’d. 

How oft when men arc at the poinc of death, 

Haue they beene merric? Which their Keepers call 
A lightning before death ? Oh how may 1 
Call this a lightning ?0 my Loue,my Wife, 

Death that bath fuckt the honey of thy breath. 

Hath had no power yet vpon thy Beautic: 

Thou are not conquer’d ; Beauties civfignc yet 
Is Crymfon in thy lips,and in thy cheekcs. 

And Deaths pale flagis notaduanced there. 

Tybaltd'jPt thou there in thy bloudy (heet ? 

O what more fauour can 1 do to thee, 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twainc. 

To funder his that was thy enemie ? 

Forgiue me Cozen. Ah deare/#/?*/: 

Why art thou yet fo faire ?I will bdeeue. 

Shall I bcleeue.thac vnfubftanciall death is amorous ? 
And that the leane abhorred Mor.fter keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramour ? 

For feare of that,I ftill will ftay with thee. 

And ncuer from this Pallace of dym night 
Depart againe:come lie thou in Imy armes, 

Hccrc’s to thy health,whereere thou tumbled in. 

O true Appothecarie! 

Tby drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifle I die. 

Depart againe; here,here will I remaine. 

With Wormes that ate thy Chambermaides.* Ohere 
Will I fee vp my etiCf.afting reft : 

And fhake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres 
From this world-wearied flclh tEyeslookeyourlaft s 
Armes take your laft embrace; Andlips.Oyou 
The doores of breath,fcale with a righteous kifle 
A datclelfc bargaine to ingrolfing death: 

Come hitter condu#,come vnlauoury guide, 

7 hou defperate Ptlot,now at once run cn 
fhe dafhing Rocks,thy Sea-ficke wcaric Batke; 

Hsere’s to my Loue. O true Appothccary; 

___ g a» _Thy 
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